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FIENDISH AND UNCANNY 
TALES OF HORROR 
FROM UNKNOWN 

WORLDS 
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MON 


FEET / IN 
TALL | AUTHENTIC 


MZ COLORS 
GLOW in the 
DARK EYES 


Imagine your friends 
shock when they see the 
“MONSTER” reaching out 
—sinister as the wildest 
nightmare. Bigger than 

life—Frankenstein—the 

man-made monster that 
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IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


9” Overall Length Flips 
5” When Closed open in 

. stantly and 
e@ Opens instantly locks auto 


matically to 


e@ Sharp and prevent acci 
Tough dental closing. 

A Razor sharp 

le Stainless tough stainless 
Steel Blade steel biade for re 


liable use and hard. 
long service Money 
back in 5 days 'f not 
satisfied. Send $2.75 
plus 25¢ to cover post 
age and handling 


ONLY 


$975 


terrorized the world. 7 
feet tall, with eyes that 
glow eerily in the dark 
for a special thrilling 
chill. So lifelike in au- 
thentic colors, that you'll 
probably find yourself 
talking to him. Won't 
you be surprised if he 
answers! 

There is also his perfect 
companion—BONEY the 
SKELETON—stark and 
scary—just a wonderful 
pair to set your hair on 


end. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Just send $1.00 plus 35¢ 
to cover postage ana 
handling for each mon- 
ster you want. ORDER 
TWO AND SAVE. (The same 
35c for postage and han- 
dling applies to orders 
for TWO MONSTERS—a 
total of 2 for $2.35.) 
Your money back if not 
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ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 
f Dept. 472ST83 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N. Y. 11563 


“POWER AUTOMATIC” 
Pellet Firing Target Pistol 


L 


FREE 50 Reusable. 
22 Cal. Pellets only 


Rapid firing 22 cal. fully 9 inches long with the 
look and feel of an “undercover” automatic. Snap 
the “‘silencer’’ on or remove it for fast combat- 
type target practice. FREE 50 reusable 22 cal. 
pellets and supply of targets. Money back guaran 
tee if not satisfied. Just send $1.25 plus 35c for 
Postage and handling. 
HONOR HOUSE PROD. Dept.472PA8 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 3 
Not sold in NYC 


satisfactorily horrifi 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 
— you put on the ‘‘X-Ray’’ Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you ‘'see’’ under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook. N.Y. Dept. 472XR83 


The Family 


Make saving 
fun with this coin operated 
Jack Pot Bank. It works just like a one armed 
bandit in Las Vegas. Deposit the coin, pull the 
handle, and watch the reels spin like the real 
thing. Fun for all and you can’t lose because 
the coins are returnable. Not to be used for 
gambling purposes. Just enclose $1.69 plus 
26c for postage and handling. If not thoroughly 
satisfied, return in ten days for refund of full 
purchase price. 

WONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP. Dept. JB83 
LYNBROOK, NEW YORK 11563 


PPK ‘ 
22 CAL. ‘aly 25 


PELLET 

FIRING 

“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Free. 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size ‘James Bond” 
style German Automatic 5¥2 inches long — 4% 
inches high. Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigger with realistic moving 
slide action. Great for fast action combat—type 
target practice. 50 reusable 22 cal. pellets free. 
Free supply of targets. Money back if not satisfied. 
Just send $1.25 plus 25c Not sold in NY City. 

HONOR HOUSE. 

Dept. 472PR83 Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


heads, really changes your appearance. Just 


LYNBROOK, N. 


HONOR HOUSE DEPT. C 


Most people try to grow hair. This is just the 
opposite. Made of flesh toned latex to fit all 


send $1.00 plus 15¢ for postage and handling. 
11563 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE 
Color or Black — PROJECTOR 


ON-OFF 


ae 
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FREE: NEW THRILLING SENSATION 


Add 3-D Stereo effect with ‘Miracle Specs’’ 
which makes people look so full and real you 
can reach out and touch them. One pair 
comes with each projector. Additional pairs 
are $2.98 each. 


K_ 


FEATURES: 


e Sturdy Construction © Speed Control for fast 
¢ Complete with Screen or slow motion 
© Projects color or © Guaranteed 

black and white 


HAVE ALL THE FUN OF PRIVATE MOVIES 
NOW AT THIS LOW PRICE 
Precision engineered and compact. Completely 
portable in its own case. Needs no electric outlet 
since it is battery operated. So simple and safe 
to use even a child can operate it. Its double lens 
focusing is sure and easy for bright, clear pictures. 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL—Money back guarantee on 
10 day free trial. Don’t delay—send $6.98 plus 
75c for postage and handling or send $1.00 good 
will deposit and pay postman balance on delivery 
plus C.0.D. and postage charges. Add $2.98 for 
each pair of additional ‘‘Miracle Specs.” 


HONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP., DEPT.472NPg3 


Lynbrook, New York 11563 
N. Y. State Residents add applicable Sales Tax. 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 


With Combination Lock ONLY 
Only You Can Open sjee 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any book so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it. But even chance 
discovery leaves your possessions safe — securely 
locked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yourself have set it. Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
leather binding to look just like a real book. Just send 
$1.00 plus 35c postage and handling for each book 
safe you want. Money back if you are not satisfied. 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT.472BS83 LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 


50 22 CAL. PELLETS FREE 
Looks and Feeis Like Real Pocket 
Automatic — Loads 15 Shots 
Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigger. Great for 
fast action combat-type target prac- 
tice. 50 re-usable 22 cal. pellets 
free. Free supply of targets. Money 
back if not satisfied. Just send 
$1.00 plus 25¢ for postage and 
handling to- Honer House Dept. 472 3 = 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 11863 Not sold in NY City. 
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Bloody hair-raising terror stalks the igi as angry 
townsfolk move swiftly to trap a werewolf. Ye-ech! Your 
teeth are awful, go see your dentist—you need braces. 


Ambition leads an unknown actor into the shock of 
strange worlds when he murders a famous thespian. 
Crawl back into your grave—you’re dead! H-help! 
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A horrific and scarifying weird tale that shocks. 
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A very pulsating terror tale about a woman who literally 
ate herself into the grave. That should be food for 
thought. 
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A bone-crushing chiller about a murder that shouldn’t 
have happened, but it did with the girl who died three 
times. Please, once is enough! HELP! 
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Your blood will curdle and turn to ice while your flesh 
will shrink from your quivering bones in this ‘‘weirdo’”’ 
tale. Hey, do me a favor, experiment on him not me! 
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WESTON! THE WE WERE \ NO WONDER! TWO PRINTS....NOT FOUR! 
MONSTER GOT LOOK AT THE THE KILLER IS A HUMAN BEING/ 
B0B TABBARD! IT'S A WEREWOLF WE'RE 


HE'S IN THE BRUSH AFTER--A WEREWOLF! _, 


WITH HIS THROAT 
> TORN / 


FF WO NIGHTS LATER, SIR LANGLEY WINSHIRE'S 
GROUNDKEEPER HEARS STRANGE SOUNDS 
FROM THE BARN... 


i} WHO's THERE 
COME OUT/ 


a WHAT'LL ¥; 
DO NOW? 


I'LL ANSWER. 
TOCK 

ae LANGLEY! NOTHING; 
YOU CAN 
ANSWER A 
FEW GUESTIONS! 


LL FOLLOW q 

THE SPOOR AND SEE 

WHERE IT TAKES 
ME! 


oe JUST AS I THOUGHT! FOOTPRINTS 
( DISAPPEAR INTO THE STREAM.... ¢ > FIGHTING OFF 


IT'S MARION GREENE F MIND YOUR BUSINESS, 
4 CONSTABLE! ae OUT OF 
HERI — 


HE'S CLEVER AT COVERING HIS 
TRAIL! HELLO, SOMEONE'S ’ 


SCREAMING! 


YOU MEODLER! YOU 


CAN'T ORDER ME 


THANKS! LET ME SHOW 
MY GRATITUDE BY 
INVITING YOU TO DINNER! 
DO YOU KNOW MY 
BROTHER, EDWARD! Ri 


CONSTABLE 
HELP ME! 


IN THE FUTURE, 
Y-YOU BROUGHT Y-YOU'LL PAY ‘Nee? = LEAVE MISS 
THIS ON FOR THIS, OY GREENE ALONE! 
WESTON! ILL J NOW OFF WITH 


OF THE 
DistRicr! 


SPUAT NIGHT, AT THE GREENE COTTAGE.... 
YI HATE LANGLEY---HE'S g g 


BY UNDERSELLING/ AND HE 
KEEPS ANNOYING 
MARION ! 


BN THE FOREST, THAT NIGHT... 


THE ANIMALS 
ARE RESTLESS! I 


HE'S LIKE THE WERE — 
WOLF I'VE GOT TO 
LOOK FOR TONIGHT | 


HE WANTS TO RE- 
GAIN THE LANDHIS 
FAMILY ONCE OWNED! 

HE'LL STOP AT 


HOW CAN 
LANGLEY 


PROFIT. By 


GO OUT THERE 
ALONE! WAIT! ] 


THE UTTLE 


MISS GREENE! gps’ ~(NOLT d, 
YOU'LL NEVER W MUST GO AFTER FOOL! NOW I 
FIND HIM IN THE MUST FIND 


MH HIM! HELL BE 


Ne, F 
SuORTLY AFTER, IN THE WOODS... 
g 7 THE SOUNDS CAME 
s FROM HERE! THOSE 

ANIMALS MUST'VE 


SENSED THE 
PRESENCE OF. 


HE WAS A FOOL 
TO GO OUT ALONE! 
BUT THERE ARE 

TRACKS HERE THAT 
MIGHT LEAD US 
ERE! 


SOME OF THEM ANYTHING IS 

WERE WEREWOLVES! \ POSSIBLE! I'M TAKING 

OTHERS WERE SUS- | YOU BACK TO YOUR 

PECTED OF WITCH- ZX COTTAGE! I'M 

CRAFT! CONSTABLE, GOING TO THE 
_ DO YOU THINK...? CASTLE! 


ez 


HOW WOULD You 

KNOW ? A WEREWOLF 

DOESN'T EVEN KNOW. 

WHAT HE'S DOING OR 

WHAT HE Is! YOU COULD, ouT! 
BE THE MONSTER AND 22>, ¢& 
NOT KNOW (T 

. YOURSELF! 


CLOTRAIL HIN WHEREVER 
HE GOES! HE'S 
HEADING FOR 
THE FOREST! 


LEGEND MY MOTHER. 
TOLD ME ABOUT THE 
WINSHIRES ! 


NONSENSE! 

I HAD NOTHING 

TO DO WITH 
GREENE'S 
DEATH ! 


SIR LANGLEY, YOUR 
SERVANTS TELL ME YOUR 
FOREBEARS WERE WERE- 
WOLVES, AND WITCHES ! 
YOUR COAT OF ARMS 
CONTAINS A WOLF/S 


t f / 
ei Af ig 
iN AS 
SHORTLY AFTER. 
SIR LANGLEY! 
WHAT ARE 


‘YOU DOING 
HERE ? 


YOU A FINAL 
OFFER OF 
MARRIAGE! YOUR 
BROTHER IS 
DEAD....THE 
PROPERTY DEBT- 
RIDDEN! MARRY 


NO WONDER HE COULDN'T 
TRACK DOWN THE 
MONSTER!...IT WAS Hf 
HIMSELF! UGHH! 44 
rD 


AT THAT VERY MOMENT... 


IT-IT'S THE 
WEREWOLF/ 


QUICK! FIRE! 


LOOK, WESTON |S 
THE WEREWOLF 
HIMSELF ! 


HE DOESN'T \G 
f KNOW WHAT HES | 


DOESN'T KNOW 
WHO HE IS/ 


YOU'RE SAFE, 
MARION-- HE'S 
DEAD! WE 
FOUND YOUR 
BROTHER AND 


} TRIED TO LO- 


CATE WESTON ! 
THANK HEAVEN 


i, FEW YOUNG 
S\ ACTORS ARE 
FORTUNATE 
_ ENOUGH TO 
BE TUTOREP DO YOUR LAST 
BY A SPEECH AGAIN, FENTON ! 
THEATRICAL IF YOU WANT TO 
SUCCEED ME AS THE 
LEADING ACTOR, 
ONE OF THESE YOU'VE GOT TO 
... BUT WHEN WORK HARD! 
HE TURNEP 
ON HIS 
TUTOR , HIS 
LESSONS 
BECAME A... 


THANKS, JOHNNY, 

PLEASE,MR. M ; ; L 
RTHINGT / JASON ! BUT SOME OTHER 

WEKTHINGTON. | HOW ABOUT / TIME / THERE'S A 


y YOUNG SHAKES - 
WHEREVER i SOMETHING 2; PEAREAN COMPANY 
HE ae : PERFORMING LATER/ 

WALKS, 4 Siena a Pte e I THINK Z'Le 

VASON bal {sate oe q me) (ae ay 
WORTHINGTON 

FINDS 
HIS PATH 
LINED WITH © 
AUTOGRAPH * 


HUNTERS... 


ALONE IN WORTHINGTONS DRESSING ROOM LOOK AT HIM/IN THE SPOT- 
SIMON FENTON'S TRUE EMOTIONS ARE LIGHT WHILE I LANGUISH 
SUPDENLY BARED / BACK HERE IN DARKNESS / 

HE TREATS ME LIKE 

A CHILD / WHEN 

I,SIMON FENTON, 

AM A GREATER 

ACTOR THAN HE 

IS RIGHT Now / 


GREAT THEY 
SAY! BUT I AM 
GREATER / 


REALLY Z I 
HOPE YOU 
PROFITED 
BY I(T ALSO, 
FENTON / 


HOW WAS IT, 
FENTON 2 


DID I PROFIT FROM HIS 
PERFORMANCE, HE ASKED / 
LET HIM PROFIT FROM 
MINE! BUT WHAT CHANCE 
HAVE I TO DISPLAY My 
GREATNESS / IM HIS’ UNDER- 
STUDY AND HE NEVER MISS- 
ES A PERFORMANCE / 


HOW... I... ER... IT WAS 
SUPERB, MR. WORTH- 
INGTON, SUPERB / 


THE TIME HAS COME 

FOR SIMON FENTON 

TO TAKE MATTERS 

IN HIS OWN HANDS! 
HA, HA,HA / 


YES ,WORTHINGTON ! 


YOUR LAST APPEAR- * 
A LOVELY KNIFE / 


ANCE, WORTHINGTON / 
HEH HEH! TOMORROW 4iliilll 
MY NAME SHALL 

ADORN THIS DOOR,! 


OH...ER,.. FENTON / 
HELLO / WHAT ARE... 
THAT KNIFE... / 


AND 
LATE THE 
NEXT 
MGHT, 
THE LUST 
RIDDEN Vii 

NEOPHYTE 
WAITS FOR 
JASON 


Wy HA HA! Now 
NYA FOR A’ QUICK 

my BURIAL AND BACK 
TO THE THEATER 
TO PORTRAY 
MY VERSION 


OF HAMLET / 


MADDENED 
FENTON, 
~ SENSING 
HIS HOUR 
OF TRIUMPH } 
1S NEAR, 
HURRIEDLY Uh 
TRANSPORTS Yi 
THE BODY 
OF JASON 
WORTHING - 
TON TO 
THE WOODS, 


ee a a 
THE THEATRICAL WORL 


SLEEP WELL, SHALL LONG REMEMBER 3 
WORTHINGTON / THIS FATEFUL NIGHT! THE Ze 
GOODNIGHT, NIGHT JASON WORTHING- 

SWEET PRINCE / 


HA HA HA / 


TON SUDDENLY DISAPPEARED } 

AND HIS UNDERSTUDY , 

ROCKETED INTO FAME y= 
ae 


AND FORTUNE J! 


MWVO/ WORTHINGTON / 'y WILD-EYED AND HYSTERICAL WITH 
BUT IT... CANNOT BE! FEAR, FENTON RACES FROM THE 
I'VE KILLED HIM / ‘ | 


THEATER / Y 
i/ NO! HE'S DEAD! 

AM I LOSING MY 

MIND 2 THE GRAVE! 

I MUST GO TO 


AWAITING 
HIS 
ENTRANCE... 


HE'S HERE! I MUST HAVE THE CRAZED ACTOR RETURNS @Y Let ME ALONE, 
IMAGINED IT! BACK TO THE TO THE THEATRE, ANP ViEWS| ams WORTHINGTON / 
THEATER / THIS IS MY A SPECTACLE THAT MAKES | Sam I... I... KILLED 
CHANCE TO PERFORM / HIS BLOOD CONGEAL ! m 


I'VE BEEN 


COME, FENTON ! GO TO THE STAGE, 
JOIN ME! FENTON / YOUR DEATH 
SCENE STILL NEEDS 
POLISHI ‘ 
MURDERER'S Ne 
HEAD -LONG Ay 
FLIGHT /S 
ABRUPTLY 
ENPED BY 
A COMMANP 
FROM THE 
APPARITION 


THE HORRIFIED FENTON APPEARS | 
IF YOU ARE TO JASONS 
SUCCEED ME IN MY TONE /S 
ROLE, YOU MUST THAT OFA 
FIRST BE WORTHY PROFESSOR 
APDRESSING 
™ A BELINQUENT 


FENTON 
OBEYS... 


FEAR NOT, QUEEN MOTHER! 
IT WAS LAERTES AND 
HE SHALL DIE AT MY 
HANDS ./ 


Y ONCE AGAIN / 

YOu'RE JUST 

GETTING INTO 
IT 


NOW PROCEED WITH THE 
DEATH SCENE, FENTON ! 


No/ No! yo 
WERE BETTER 
THE FIRST TIME! 
TRY IT AGAIN / 


AGAIN, FENTON / 
AGAIN! THE 
DEATH OF 

HAMLET 


FEAR NOT, QUEEN 
MOTHER / IT WAS 

LAERTES AND HE 
SHALL DIE AT MY 
HANOS / 


GROTESQUE 
SPIRIT OF 

JASON 
WORTHING- 

JON 

PATIENTLY 
TEDIOUSLY 
DIRECTS 
THE 
BEN FORESAKEN. 
ia = S/MON 


YOU'RE DOING BETTER, FENTON / 


FEAR NOT, QUEE 
A FEW MORE READINGS AND Ae S S 


MOTHER...IT... WAS... 

PES LAERTES AND... HE 

oa SHALL DIE AT... 
ya My HANDS ! 


ANP AS THE GREY DAWN APPROACHES , THE 
APPARITION (S SATISFIED THAT HIS PROTEGE 
HAS LEARNED HIS LESSONS WELL / 


~/ ALAS ! I HAVE BEEN, POISONED 
*/ AND NOW I, TOO, GO TO JOIN 
‘ MY DECEASED FATHER! I, 


TOO... I... AGGRRAA/ 


SPLENDID, FENTON / YOU HAVE- 
N'T DISAPPOINTED ME! NOW 
FOR THE FINAL SPEECH 

ITSELF / THEN WE'LL CALL 
IT A NIGHT / 


THE NEXT DAY FENTON'S DEAD Bo, UNB 
BUT UNNOTICED IN THE CONFUSION AOS EVERAL 
ARTICLES OF CLOTHING LEFT ON A SEAT: 


WELL DONE ! 
WELL DONE, 
FENTON ! 


BUT THE 


SAY.../ THIS. |S FENTON ! 
MR. WORTHINGTON 'S I WONDER 
UNDERSTUDY ! pou = HOW THIS 
\ iis HAPPENED ¢ 


} 
} 


CAN NEVER BE 
DENIEP AND 
PERHAPS THEY 

ACT WITH 
GREATER 
DRAMA ANP 

/RONY IN A 
BACKGROUND 
SUCH AS THIS... 

FOR AS SIMON 
ENACTS THE 
DEATH SCENE 
OF HAMLET, 
HE CRUMBLES 
70 THE STAGE 
IN A DEATH PAR & 
MORE JUST AND 
REALISTIC ¢ 

HIS OWN 


@ Like many other countries, Ire- 
land has its share of strange, un- 
known happenings—or at least, 
the reasons for their happenings 
appear to be unknown. 


However, one of the most 
strange of those in nineteenth 
century Dublin seems to bee a 
psychic dream of the mother of a 
murdered girl. 

When Maria married Patrick 
Laggan in 1815, she was only too 
happy to find a kind man who 
willingly folded himself also to 
her pretty, fair haired little 
daughter, then five years of age. 
At last, the terrible struggle of 
widowed motherhood had ended 
for her after three hard years. 

Ten years soon fled, leaving 
Maria and Patrick with four more 
children, and Ethna, a beautiful 


lady, now fifteen, was beloved by 
her stepfather as much as the 
children of his own blood. 

Patrick worked diligently to 
supprt his wife and brood on the 
farm, just on Dublins outskirts, 
while Maria and Ethna took care 
of the large house, the girl’s 
schooling completed, 

When her duaghter began to 
take an interest in a neighbor- 
ing young man, Maria explained 
the “laws of nature” to Ethna 
who blushingly told her mother 
she would pay attention. 

Patrick expresed his happiness 
at Maria’s good reasoning and of 
explaining to her daughter the 
facts of life. : 

“Tye thought about this for 
some time,” Patrick told her. “If 
any young man did anything 


wrong to that girl I believe I could 
kill him.” He clenched his fist. 
“She’s so lovely.” 

“Oh, I dont think it would come 
to that. He seems to be very nice 
and incere in his love,” Maria 
assured him. 

When Maria became pregnant, 
the whole family rejoiced at the 
thought of another one to love in 
the household. However, the child 
died, and now forty, Maria did 
not recover with thesame strength 
as she had done previously. , 

“Why don’t you take a holiday,” 
suggested Patrick one day, “I’m 
sure a rest would do you good. 
Go for awhile to your sister’s 
home in Belfast.” 

The thoughful Ethna agreed 
and told her mother that between 
them she and daddy could man 
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age. 

A few weeks later, when Maria 
returned home, she was aston- 
ished to find that all of her chil- 
dren greeted her with the excep- 
tion of Ethna. At her request for 
an explanation the younger ones 
told her that “daddy said she had 
run away from home because dad- 
dy was upset at her coming in late 
every night,” and they related an 
awful quarrel daddy had told 
them about. 

Patrick confirmed the report 
given by the children a few min- 
utes later, as soon as his slower 
legs reached her. 

Patrick’s answer to her first 
question about calling in the po- 
lice came quickly enough, as soon 
as the family entered the house. 

“Oh, I didn’t call them, because 
we never know when she might 
come home and we’d be sorry we 
ha caused embarrassment to the 
family.” Maria, although deeply 
upset, accepted this as sensible. 

However, when Maria found 
that Ethna’s swettheart hadn’t 
neard from her, either, she grew 
20 


panicky; and desperate for news 
of her girl, and unbeknown to her 
husband, went to the police. 

The sweetheart was questioned 
by the authorities, who exoner- 
ated him. Patrick Laggan, whose 
character appeared to everyone 
as inimpeachable ‘‘wept at the 
suggestion that Ethna might be 
found dead” as the police interro- 
gated him, when they came to the 
farm. The sweetheart had main- 
tained silence, as requested. 

Time passed, and with it no 
word of the missing girl, and Ma- 
ria’s health reached a lower ebb 
than the point of weeks ago. 

The day arrived when Patrick 
brought to her a letter, reputedly 
from Ethna; but Maria’s heart 
sank within her as she realized, 
before reaching the end of it, that 
the handwriting was not Ethna’s 
but her husband’s! 

“Why, Patrick, why did you 
disappoint me so?” the misty eyed 
Maria, asked him. 

“Maria; he patted her on the 
shoulder, “1 thought it might help 
to break this awful silence for a 


while. I’m certain we'll hear some- 
thing good soon.” 

On the night of Ethna’s six- 
teenth birthday after Maria had 
soaked her pillow with tears she 
fell asleep from the exhaustion of 
sobbing. 

During the night she dreamed 
that Ethna appeared to her, “Ma- 
ma,” she seemed to say, “daddy 
buried my body under the potato 
patch. Come I’ll show you.” 

Maria described later how she 
floated through the window fol- 
lowing her daughter through the 
different vegetable patches until 
she reached the potatoes, and here 
the girl stopped and pointed to a 
spot, “Here, mama,” and van- 
ished. 

The mother woke, chilled, even 
though her bed had many covers, 
but she was certain of one thing: 
This was no ordinary dream. 

Next morning she told the de- 
tails of the dream to her hus- 
band who said he hoped Ethna 
would return home again soon, 
since Maria was in need of an- 
other holiday, but such was im- 


possible at present, since the chil- 
dren were much too young to be 
left while he was busy working 
hours in the fields for the family 
living. 

Maria then thought of the letter 
supposedly from Ethna, and 
coupled it with her dream, A 
shudder of horror surged through 
her, and for the first time since 
her marriage she became afraid 
of telling her thoughts to Patrick. 

Instead, she visited Ethna’s 
sweetheart, who brokenheartedly 
admitted he had heard no more 
than anyone else. “But Mr. Lag- 
gan is such an upright man I 
wouldn’t worry about a dream, es- 
pecially when you're so upset.” 

After much persuasion she 
found the young man accompany- 
ing her to the authorities,. who 
agreed to investigate on listening 
to her story. 

Patrick was eating his dinner 
when the sweetheart and three 
policeman appeared at the farm. 
He said he appreciated their wish 
to satisfy his upset wife on the 
matter, but he was sure they 


would find nothing. He remained 
in the house while ‘the others 
ambled their ways through the 
fields. Maria looked in the dis- 
tance at the tiny schoolhouse, glad 
that her children were therein, in 
case her dream might-be a reality. 
She still hoped that Ethna was 
alive ,and this was, as had been 
suggested, only a dream. 

“There,” gasped Maria, as she 
stopped suddenly, and would 
have fallen had not the sweetheart 
caught her in time. The men dug 
and revealed Ethna’s decomposed 
body! 

The motive was unknown— 
Patrick was such an affectionate 
stepfather—but it was soon to be 
known. The excited group reached 
the house to find Patrick had stab- 
bed himself through the heart. 

Prior to his suicide he had writ- 
ten a hasty note admitting beat- 
ing Ethna to death after return- 
ing home early one afternoon 
when Ethna had been all alone. 
“She was too beautiful for me, to 
resist my passions,” he explained, 
and something came over me.” @ 
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CAN A DEAD MAN'S GHOST 
LIVE IN A TIGER? CAN ATIGER'S 
BULLET- 


BLOODY FANGS AND 


aA 
ofG 


PIERCED HEAD BE ATTACHED 

TOA MAN'S CORPSE? BLACK 

WITCHCRAFT ANDO ANCIENT 

DEVIL LORE PLAY HORRIBLE 

TRICKS IN THE MYSTERIOUS 

EAST WHEN A FAMOUS HUNTER 
MEETS 


TIN SOUTHERN INDIA, A PARTY OF THREE WHITE 
HUNTERS ARE STALKING THE SACRED TIGER THAT 
THE LOCAL WITCH-DOCTOR HAS FORBIDDEN THEM 


TO HUNT 2+ 


I DON'T WANT 
JO CROSS THAT 
WITCH CHAP.,- 
HIS WARNING -< 
SCARED ME.., 


AS MY NAME'S WALLACE 


HARWOOD,T'LL STRETCH THAT\ GF 
TIGER-CAT'S SKIN.! 4 


WITCHCRAFT... BAH! 


HA-HA-HA-HA-HA! 
YOU DARED MY 
MAGIC ! 


or 


WE HUNT THE 
LIVING... AND FEED 
ON THE DEAD/ 


WALLACE HARWOOD KILLS A TIGER... AND A 
WITCH-COCTOR'S REVENGE /S BORN ! : 


YOU HAVE KILLED MY BLOOD- 
BROTHER, THE SACRED TIGER! 
NOW, I CURSE YOU! 


THE HUNTER FROM THE WEST FACES THE ; SHUT YOUR SILLY 
Sy MOUTH! ALL I'VE 
DONE |S KILLA 


EASTERN WITCH-DOCTOR- 


NOW, FOUR THOUSAND )_HA!HA! MUMBO- 
YEARS OF EVIL JUMBO! BALONEY ! 
SHALL FALL HA! HA! 

ON YOU | 


KATA - RA 
MANDA, BATU 


THAT NIGHT WALLACE'S OREAMS ARE FULL OF 


STRANGE VISIONS... ome 
ott aNo NOW “THE 

TIGER WILL 

HUNT ME... 


LET HIM FOAM AT THE  ) KIR| BITU... 
MOUTH! TOMORROW TIGA TIGA / 
WE'LL GO ON TO TIGA! KIR| +e 
AFRICA ANDO LIONS... 


an Y —_ 


SUDDENLY, A HORRIBLE CHANGE COMES OVER Ra ene ea aa 

WALLACE HARWOODS FACE AND BODY... GOT TO RUN.,,THEY (GET YOURRIFLE,JACK! 

MUSTN'T KILL ME,,, BUT HERE'S AN —— 

CURSE |S COMPLETE! AND I CAN'T TALK TO TELL ANTELOPE | 
NOW HUNTER SHALL / I FEEL I'VE GoT To THEM WHO I AM... - 

BE. HUNTED! recw RUN..,OR DIE / 


af "Ty h ¥ 


Bie 
De HUNTER'S GUNS END THE BEWITCHED LIFE--AND 
THEN, MORE WITCHCRAFT SEGINS-.- - 


SHOOT! THAT'S NOW THE HUNTER. 
FRESH MEAT KNOWS A TRAPPED 
FOR CAMP! BEAST'S FEAR! 

: BUT LOOK! IT'S 
FADING INTO 
THIN AIR! 


aM NAILS ARE NOW CLAWS.., 
MY TEETH ARE FANGS... 
MY SKIN IS SPOTTED... 


(F THEY SEE ME, THEY'LL 
KILL ME AGAIN, AND I FEEL 
ANOTHER CHANGE COMING... 


AGAIN YOU SHALL 
BE HUNTED, AND 
AGAIN DIE! Soi 


S 


FORGET THAT IF ONLY I COULD WHEN YOu DIE.,.YET 
ANTELOPE! HERE'S DIE AND STAY SHALL YOU LIVE 
BETTER GAME.., DEAD.., AGAIN... 

LEOPARD... 


T ALREADY FEEL 
THE BULLETS 
PIERCING MY 
HEART.,- 


LEOPARD'S DEAD..BUT \ “a 

THIS THING CAN'T BE} 

REAL.,, [T'S FADING 
AWAY / 


THERE ARE MORE THINGS POSS/BLE IN MAGIC THAN 
ANY MAN CAN BELIEVE.,.OR SHOULD BELIEVE... 


AAAGH/ I THOUGHT NP LET'S GET To 
LSAW WALLYAND fh 
THAT WITCH-CocToR J 


AMP... L'M 
AFRAID... 


CHASING HIM! 


/. ' DY 
TT WN 
Mey tis” 


No! No! LET ME 
DIE QUICKLY.-. 


LET US HUNT AGAIN! 
LET THE WHITE PIG 
OFA MAN BECOME 
A BLACK PIG / 


IF LCHARGE THEM.,,) RUSH TO YOUR 

THEY'LL KILL ME DEATH... AND 

AND END THIS - TOMORKOW'S LIFE 
OF FEAR / 


TORTURE... ‘ 
ii) oO HAHAHAHA | Mf 


J 


G7 


NL" See 
ESS, 
“y x 


® 


AS THE MOON GOES DOWN,,,THEMAGIC SEEMS 


TO ENO... 
WALLY, -.1S IT 
TWAS ONLY A WITCHCRAFT | YOU--OR YOUR 
PIG--NOW ZT AMA HUMAN 4 
AGAIN, I CAN HUNT THAT. of 
WITCH-DOCTOR AND Sia 
KILL HIM ! 


WILD PIG! \ y I'M DEAD,,,AND 
RUN FOR YF, NET I'M 
CAMF.,. 


MY BULLETS ARE STRONGER 
THAN HIS MAGIC! HE KILLED 


WITH THE DAWN, THE STILLAL/VE HUNTER 


VOWS REVENGE... 
4 FORGET THE MADNESS 
THAT HAPPENED LAST 
NIGHT,,, TODAY I'M GOING 
TO SHOOT ME A 
WITCH- gOocre \ 
: \ 


ME THREE TIMES LAST NIGHT,, 
ALL I WANT |S TO SHOOT THAT 
WITCH-DOCTOR JUST ONCE ! 


OY, : LLy-- 
LIEN TO 
REASON... 


COME,., LET US HUNT THE 


THE WITCH-DOCTOR HAS NO GUNS... BUT HE 
ONE WHO KILLED You! 


HAS PEARLIER: AND STRANGER AMMUNITION--, 


WN WY DEAD, STRIPEO BROTHER., 
COME BACK TO ME! 


WAIT... Sook We 
SHALL H 
STRIPED BEAUTY! 


THAT STRIPED sae CAN'T_ 
BE A TIGER.,-L'LL KIL 

THAT. WITCH-OOCCTOR Wit 
MY BARE HANDS ! 


Birters DO NOT ALWAYS GO/INA STRAIGHT 
li 5 


27 SOT HIM. 
I HOP! 


LITTLE WINGS OF DEATH-- 
CURVE AROUND US ANO 4 
DO US NOHARM... ~ = 


HAR WOOD RUSHES STRAIGHT INTO.A WAITING, 
SPEAR-STUDDED ELEPHANT PIT... 


NOW THE LIVING SHALL DIE AND 
afte DEAD SHALL LIVE / 


| dens ently 


Wise ctw 


KILL 


TIGER SHALL FADE.,, AND GHOST. OF MAN NOW s 
GOES TO. MEET TIGER! REVENGE 
iS Comme Ten 


THROUGH ALL ETERNITY, THE GHOST OF THE TIGER 
SHALL FEED ON THE GHOST OF THE MAN Ee RE 


BURY HIM AND Jo nag Y Wii’ EAT WELL FOREVER, 
LEAVE THIS p77 ) WG MN STRIPED BEAST! 


HORRIBLE! LET'S 


WHO KILLS THE 

SACRED TIGER, 

KILLS HIMSELF! 
SO BE IT! 


@® I was twelve and my brother 
was ten that lowa summer Mo- 
ther sent us to borrow Mrs. Mc- 
Creaay’s washbouler. 1t was hot 
and scill, and neither of us boys 
wanted to leave the cool of the 
root-house; but Mother said go, so 
we went. 

Alice McCready was a peppery, 
gospel-spouting widow in her late 
seventies, and although Frank 
and 1 had never been to her house, 
we had seen enough of her at 
church socials to know we didn’t 
hke her any more than she liked 
us. 

It was two miles to Mrs. Mc- 
Cready’s, and- we complained 
steadily every step of the first 
mile. After that we were too busy 
just breathing and putting one 
foot before the other. The sun was 
high overhead and our shadows 
were very short as we turned in- 
to McCready Lane. The stillness 
increased, and Frank began to 
complain that he was thirsty. I 
shushed him. We found ourselves 
talking in whispers, stepping 


—r 


carefully to make as litle noise as 
possible. The stilmess was oppres- 
sive; the only sounds were the 
various buzzings of the insects in 
the rose hedge and the soft pat 
of our bare feet in the dusty lane. 


There was no sign of anyone 


“around the place, and the house 


seemed deserted, even though the 
parlor shades were up and the 
geraniums were airing on the 
porch steps. Frank had a good 
grip on my belt loops as we step- 
ped onto the musty-smelling 
porch. I couldn’t have backed up 
without knocking him down. My 
rap on the door sounded louder 
than I had intended, and we both 
jumped. But no one answered. 
Frank and I stared at each other 
and waited. I knocked again, a 
dull sound in the echoless heat. 
Nothing. 

We wanted to leave, but knew 
that if we returned home without 
that washboiler Mother would 
just send us back. So we went 
around the house to the kitchen 
door. Again we knocked and 


waited. A garter snake slithered 
into the shade under the back 
steps. Again nothing. We decided 
to look for the washboiler our- 
selves, and started toward a 
weathered shed in back of the 
house. 

Gradually we became aware of 
a small, distinct snipping sound. 
Following its direction, we walk- 
ed around the rose hedge where 
we saw an old man carefully 
choosing roses, which he cut with 
a pair of pruning shears. Frank’s 
hand was like a vise on my belt 
loop, and he held back for all he 
was worth, but I jerked him for- 
ward impatiently and approached 
the gray-haired man, asking him 
where Mrs. McCready was. His 
only answer was to move farther 
away. I followed, stepping around - 
to face him, and asked again; 
more loudly, since he obviously 
had not heard me the first time. 
The man stopped working, and as 
he fumbled for tobacco and pa- 
pers in the pocket of his blue 
chambray shirt, I noticed the first 
two fingers were missing from his 


: ue 
we TS 


right hand. He wore a shapeless 
gray knit vest in spite of the in- 
tense heat, and his Frisco jeans 
were pegged off at boot-top 
length. The old man stared at us 
for a long breathless moment, 
picked up his shears and resumed 
clipping the hedge. 

Frank was quivering, making 
frightened mewing sounds in his 
throat. Sweat was pouring freely 
from me, running down my back 
and sides, stinging my eyes; cold 
sweat. I was scared for some rea- 
son, but I was indignant too. Age 
was no excuse for rudeness, and 
I was determined to get that 
washboiler. I didn’t want to make 
another trip out here. “Sir,” I said 
firmly, “Mrs. McCready’s gone, 
and our Ma needs to borrow her 
washboiler. Can you tell us where 
it is?” : 

- The old man stopped clipping 
at once and turned swittly to look 
at us. His face held no expression, 
but we felt his anger. He pointed 
with the thumb of his mutilated 
hand to the side of the house. 
‘hen he walked down thehedge- 
row and turned the corner by the 
shed. We followed, but he was 
nowhere in sight. The shed was 
empty, and aside from the hedge, 
there was no cover of any kind. 
Where had he gone? 

We found the washboiiler hang- 
ing on a nail on the side of the 


house where the man had pointed, 
and each taking an end, we trund- 
led it home. I was still smarting 
from the snub we had gotten, but 
Frank was only glad to be leav- 
ing. 

it was beginning to cool off a 
little when we got home, and Mo- 
ther had been waiting for the 
washboiler. She scolded us for 
taking so long, and we told her 
about the irascible old man by 
way of defense. “Nonsence,” she 
scoffed, “There’s no man of any 
age at Alice McCready’s place.” 

When faather came home, Mo- 
ther related our tale to him, ex- 
pecting him to be amused, but he 
was not. Instead, he pressed us 
for an exact description of the 
old man. When we gave it, he 
trowned and looked solemn. We 
had apparently seen Case Johns- 
ton, a hard-drinking, bad-tem- 
pered old bachelor who had squat- 
ted on the Daley place near town 
when Father was a boy. Johnston 
had been dead for years; no one 
even thought of him any more. 
lt was highly unlikely that we 
boys had even heard his name, 
even less likely that we would 
have heard such a detailed de- 
scription as we had given him. 
But why should Case Johnston’s 
ghost haunt Alice McCready’s 
place?, 

Supper was strained, and after 


the dishes were done, we all piled 
into the buckboard to return the 
borrowed washboiler, and pos- 
sibly shed some light on the mys- 
terious gardener. Reaching the 
McCready place and finding no 
one home yet, Father grew anx- 
“ious and forced the front door, 
which had been locked from the 
inside, as was Mrs. McCready’s 
custom. We. found Alice Mc- 
Cready slumped over the kitchen 
table, dead. On the table beside 
her was a bouquet of fresh-cut 
roses. 

Ma stayed with the body while 
Father took us boys after Dr. 
James, who had-delivered nearly 
everyone in the township, and 
buried almost as many. On the re- 
turn trip Father told Dr. James 
what had happened. The doctor 
was quiet for several miles, a 
pinched, faraway look on his face. 
Then he told us about Case Johns- 
ton; how he had loved Alice Mc- 
Cready for years. But she had 
sworn to be true to her husband’s 
memory, and could not accept 
Case. He never married. He had 
been happy just being near her, 
doing a litle yardwork for her. 
now and then. Or so it had 
seemed. He had drunk himself to 
death nearly twenty years ago, 
and the strangest thing about it 
was, the roses in that hedge 
hadn’t bloomed since he died. @ 


Sack SPRATT COULO EAT NO FAT, WHILE 41S WIFE COULD EAT NO LEAN — REMEMBER ? 
BUT THIS 1S A NEW VERS/ON, A TALE OF TERROR, ABOUT A WOMAN WHO LITERALLY ATE HER- 
SELF INTO HER GRAVE/ SERTHA SPRATT SHOULD HAVE BEEN COUNTING HER CALORIES, BUT 
INSTEAD SHE COUNTED HER CHANCES, WHIGH WERE NOT GOOD! 


ONE VERY 
DE COFF/, 


<= 
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Pg i ; “A mt ~< . 
ny, Sar ASS [E = 


IT REALLY STARTED THAT NIGHT WHEN JACK SPRATT 
CAME HOME FROM WORK, ANQ, AS USUAL... 


THAT YOU, No! You'RE 
DARLING F FAT ENOUGH NOW! 
ALWAYS STUFFING 
YOURSELF! ; 


w/ NOW, DARLING, 
DON'T —(GULP)— 
TALK: LIKE THAT! 
YOU KNOW WHAT 
THE DOCTOR SAID 
ABOUT MY— 
(CHOMP)— GLANDS! 


IT'S TRUE AND YOU KNOW 
IT! L CAN'T STAND THE 
SIGHT OF YOUR FAT FACE 
ANY LONGER! I'M THROUGH— 


JACK SPRATT! 
» DON'T YOU 

DARE TALK 
TO ME LIKE 


ANO THE FIGHT IS ON. . 


GLANDS! THERE'S JR 
NOTHING WRONG WITH 
YOUR GLANDS! you'RE 

JUST A FAT, LAZY PIG! 
ALL YOU DO IS EAT— 
EAT—EAT! 


FINISHED — DONE! 


7 GOODBYE, FATTIE! }/ OHH — I HATE 
I'LL BE AT THE CABIN IN 4{ YOU! Go TO 
THE MOUNTAINS INCASE \\ YOUR OLD 
OF BUSINESS! BUT ONLY /? CABIN— AND 

» BUSINESS! THE NEXT in 

TIME I SEE YOUR FAT \=> 
FACE, L WANT IT To BE 
IN A DIVORCE COURT! 


AND I'M SICK OF You;—  ¥ 
YOU SKINNY LITTLE RAT! 
GO AHEAD LEAVE! GET 
OUT AND SEE WHO 
CARES! GO ON, Now, 
RIGHT THIS MOMENT. 
GET OUT— GET OUT! 


LL FISH ANO HUNT A LITTLE —ANO. 
JUST PLAIN LOAFL (VE GOT 
PLENTY OF MONEY,ANO THE 

AT LAST! I OO BUSINESS WILL RUN (TSELF FOR 
[7 ATLAST/ Z A TIME! 17'S GOING 70 BE GRAND — 
LEFT BERTHA/ NEVER HAVING TO COME HOME 
NOW FOR THE ANO SEE HER AGAIN’ 


THROUGH WITH THE OIVORCE 
AFTERALL! SHE WANTS 
ME TO COME GACK— 

WANTS US TO START 
QVER AGAIN / HAH— 
NOT A CHANEE/ 


A LETTER FROM = 
GERTHA ! Z KNEW IT (= 
WAS TOO GOOD TO 


SHE WANT ? WHY 
CAN'T SHE LEAVE 
ME. ALONE? : 


Vo 


Oe 
“sa r ee 
S\N 


WS ~ 
(Ss 
y \ ANOTHER MONTH PASSES— 
SAN 


THEN THE PHONE GELL 
RUDELY SHATTERS H/S 


LOL OAe HUH! THAT'S 
FUNNY! WHO COULO BE 
CALLING ME UP HERE? 
UNLESS 17-'5 — BUT SHE 
WOULDN'T OARE —NOT AFTER 
THAT LETTER I SENT HERS 


WESTERN LN/ON 


CALLING MR. SPRATT/ A 
MESSAGE FOR YOL, SIR/ 
ARRIVING (IN VILLAGE ON 
THE 4.1/0 — PLEASE 
MEET ME —LOVE— 
BSERTHA. 


BERTHA —GET TH/S 
THROUGH YOUR FAT 
SKULL! WE ARE 
FUMSHED ! I MEAN 
/T! TRY TO SEE ME, 
OR STOP ME FROM 
GETTING A O1VORCE BERTHA— 
AND I MIGHT DO s COMING HERE! 
ANYTHING / I MIGHT / ¢ : WO/ L WON'T 
EVEN KILL YOU! f f 4; A : 


ANO © COULD, 
TOO! RIGHT 
NOW I'D 


THE THOUGHT OF SEEING H/S HATED 
FAT WEE 1S TOO MUCH! I A FURY 
OF COLD RAGE, JACK SPRATT 
BEGINS 7O PLAN... 


i, TS OLO GUN, NOW! IT 

! STILL WORKS —AND } 
VE GOT SHELLS! 
OWLY THEY’ D GET ME fh 
SURE/ I'D DIE, TOO! <3 
TOO BAD /T AIN'T 


2) ‘Ds J 
Z WON'T GO GACK TO) SEM 4 
HER! I CAM TS (Lh ¢€ 
KILL HER FIRST —ONLY 
HOW 2? HOW CAN Z KILL 


FOR YOUR WIFE 70 


OF THE ELECTRIC BE FAT, (7 OUGHT Ie 


CHAIR? THERE 
MUST BE A Way, 
/F 1M CLEVER 


BUT MURDER WiLL FIND A WAY! SOON HE HITS) ANO HE NOW — THE GUN OUGHT TO 
ON APLAN THAT LOOKS FOOL-PROOF.. TESTS IT... FRE THE INSTANT I OPEN. 
i THE DOOR! FIRE RIGHT 
THROUGH THE OPENING ANO— 
(EHLUCKLE) —KILL ANY8O0Y 
STANOING THERE! 


/'VE GOT 'T/ A GUN-TR. 

OF PEOPLE USE THEM IM THE 

MOUNTAINS AS PROTECTION 
AGAINST THIEVES! 


PERFECT! ANO THERE'S 
(_ “EH-HEH — A LOT OF 4 


Me RELOADS THE AMY STORY WILL BE SIMPLE! 
GLN, AND LATER...) Z FIXEO THE GUN-TRAP 
BECAUSE I HAD TO BE 
={ AWAY =I HAD 70 MEET GERTHA f= 
AT THE STATION! [VE GOT THE 


BUT SOMETHING GOES WRONG! AS HE 
WATCHES THE STATION FROM A 
g CONCEALED SPOT... 
AI WON'T MEET SERTHA! 

SOMEHOW 2 MISSED HER! AND 


IF I KNOW BERTHA, SHELL GO 
STRAIGHT OUT 70 THE CABIN! 
SHE'LL OPEN THE QOOR, 
ANDO — BOOM — 


PLANNING GONE FOR NOTHING! BLT 
MAYBE (T'S FOR THE BEST! MAYBE 
SHE'S DECIDED TO LEAVE ME 

ALONE AFTER ALLS va 


A FEW MINUTES LATER, IN THE 


FAT? NOT HER! SHE 
VILLAGE'S TAVERN... 


WAS A KNOCKOUT! 
A WOMAN-— AND SHE ASKED 
HI,MR. SPRATT! LOOKING FOR ME! } FOR YOU — FOR 
SAY, DID YOU SEE MUST BE SOME / MR. JACK 
THE BABE WHO WAS) MISTAKE! r <Q SPRATT! BVA KWocK- 
LOOKING FOR yoU?/ DON'T KNOW— 
WOW! A REAL 

CLASSY NUMBER! 


HUH! L—T NEVER 
SAW HER BEFORE 
IN MY LIFE! 


SEE,I 
TOLD YA! 
HERE 

SHE IS 
Now! 


MR. SPRATT? I 
HAVE A MESSAGE 
OUT! THEN FOR YOU — FROM 
WAIT A MINUTE, /T COULON'T YOUR WIFE! ¥ 
THOUGH! was HAVE SEEN 

SHE BIG AND FAT— BERTHA! 

wee SLOPPY? 


I'M HELEN MACKSON, MR. SPRATT! 
I MET YOUR WIFE ON THE TRAIN! 
AT THE LAST MINUTE SHE 


GOODBYE — FOR NOW! i'm 
L j 4 STAYING IN THE VILLAGE 

YOU WOULD FR =, FOR A TIME! MAYBE WE 
UNDERSTAND! fe. , wal /\ CAN SEE EACH OTHER 


A | ? 4 HUH? OH, SURE, 
MISS MACKSON! WE 
r SURE WILL! AND 
T-THANKS FOR DELIVER- 
{ ING THE 

MESSAGE! 


LEFT ALONE, SPRATT PLUNGES (WTO A WHIRL 
OF CONJECTURE... 


SO THAT'S (7! SHE 
LOST HER NERVE! SHE 
MUST HAVE KNOWN 10. 
KILL HER! WELL, 

THAT'S A BREAK FOR 
Us B07H/ AND THIS 
GRL—CUTE! IT 
WONDER /F 


PHONE FOR YOU, HAH-HAH— 
MR. SPRATT! MAYBE I HOPE so! 
THE LITTLE DOLL 

AGAIN, HUH? 


SACK SPRATT THEN GETS 
AN UGLY SHOCK! COLD 
FINGERS GRIP HIS SPINE a 
AS HE RECOGMIZES THE 8- BERTHA? 
VOICE, «7 wy SUT HOW 
= HELLO, DARLIN ' HOW CAN... DON'T YOU SEE-—/M™ 
DIO YOU LIKE My LITTL ' JOKE?) JOKE? {] A NEW WOMAN! E 
HAH-HAH —I CERTAINLY, WHAT yiewt Te iN - 
FOOLED YOU! Jf JOKE? WHERE as es 
ARE YOU ANY- P y¥-YeEs/ You 
WAY? FENN ARES ¥- YOU'RE 
SESS PSS BEAUTIFUL, BERTHA! 
‘ LOVELY’ x 


1M HERE, silty! minus 
TWO HUNDRED POUNOES AND 
WITH MY HAIR DYED! Z 

W OVLY CHANGED MY VOICE 
TO FOOL YOU, DARLING! 


THEN HURRY TO THE CABIN, DARLING / (1% 
CALLING FROM A HOUSE DOWN THE ROAD! \ MO, BERTHA! 
I WANTEO 70 SURPRISE YOU! SO HURRY }NO— YOU 
HOME/ ‘LL BE WAITING FOR YOU—ANO _/ MUSTN'T GO 
WE CAN START ON OUR SECOND + TO THE CABIN! 
HONEYMOON. BYE/ L— WU — ; 
i SHE H-HUNG 


HUH! y-you'RE— 


GOT 70 STOP HER! THE 
GUN — BLOW HER TO PIECES! * 
I — DON'T WANT HER TO OIE 
NOW! SHE'S LOVELY! mY 
Ba WIFE! OHHH —I GOT TO 

Ber MAKE /T IN TIME! 


pra 


GAAAAA — A BLow-ouT! 
I'LL CRASH —WON'T BE 

ABLE TO GET TO BERTHA 
IN TIME! 


SUODENLY.«- 


MA INUTES LATER, JACK SPRATT EMERGES [ MY HEAD HURTS! YOU WERE RIGHT, DARLING, 

FROM A FOG OF DARKNESS ANO PAIN... | L—I WAS HURRY- ) ALL THE TIME! BUT WHEN 

<7 ING TO MEET YOU! YOU LEFT ME, I SAW THE 

I—My HEAD—J YES, DARLING! IT'S ME, Y IT SEEMS LIKE LIGHT! I SLAVED NIGHT 

HURTS! BUT < BERTHA! LT HEARD THE ij THERE WAS SOME-) AND DAY TO REOUCE! 
AREN'T YOU PROUD 


OF ME? 
—VERY 


PROUD! BUT IF 

ONLY I COULD 
SHOCK, DEAR! REMEMBER 
YOU'LL BE ALL WHAT IT 
RIGHT! COME, | \iiX i WAS... 
MLL HELP you! : 


NOW— DEAR! TAKE ME IN), WHAT? OH, SURE! 
YOUR ARMS JUSTAS I'LL CARRY YOU 


Sy f YOU DID WHEN WE @ INTO THE CABIN! 
STOP WORRYING, DEAR WERE FIRST MARRIED! 9. JUST LIKE OLD 
YOU'LL REMEMBER IT / YOU'RE RIGHT! BUT } YOU DO REMEMBER TIMES! 
SOONER OR LATER! IT SEEMED IMPOR- THAT ¢ 


AND I DON'T WANT TANT— VERY IMPOR- § 
ANYTHING To SPOIL | TANT! BUT I CAN'T 
OUR SECOND HONEY- | REMEMBER NOW! y% 


LL JUST OPEN ZZ \,2e IUST REMEMBERED! 
THE DOOR AND..- : YAAAAAAAAAAAA— 
Z (> : 


A SHOCKING, SEARING TALE OF A 
MURDER, THAT COULONT HAVE 
HAPPENED... YET /T,.212./ A TRULY 
FANTASTIC YARN OF THE GIRL 
WHO DIED THREE TIMES"... 


GET DRESSEO ANO 
W GET DOWN HERE, 
JERRY! ZL NEED YOU. 
FRANCES TALBOTT, THE 
PROMINENT SOCIETY 
WOMAN, HAS BEEN } 


Like A RATTLESNAKE 
GIVING WARNING, A 

PHONE BUZZES HARSHLY 
IN THE NIGHT... - 


Ei 
MUROERED ! I'VE 
BEEN WORKING LIKE 
A BEAVER FOR THE 
PAST COUPLE Of 
HOURS CLUE HUNTING... 
AND MY SCORE 


OUCH! CALLING 
AT THIS HOLIR... 
I WONDER WHO... 


HELLO, FLANAGAN! PY THANK GOODNESS, Y PLEASE, CHIEF! HALF AN 
MRS, TALBOTT’S JERRY! TOOK HOUR FROM PAJAMAS TO 
APARTMENT _IS YOU LONG ENOUGH | CORPSE ISN'T BAD BUT 
ON SIx, EH? TO GET HERE. , SUPPOSE YOU GIVE ME 
THANKS. B\ WE'VE GOT WORK > THE STORY. 


Hace AN HOUR LATER 
GOOD MORNING, ¥ 
MR. MAXON ! FINE 
TIME TO PULL IN, 
SIR. BUT THE 
INSPECTOR IS 
WAITING FOR 


AN 


ANNAN 


MRS. FRANCES TALBOTT! /AND HERE IS THE THIS WAS PROBABLY 
STABBED TO DEATH! WEAPON, JERRY. A THE MEANS OF ENTRY. 
KILLER UNKNOWN. AND [BARBECUE FORK! CAN SIMPLE ENOUGH. AND & I'LL TALK TO 
HER HUSBAND, FRANK YOU TIE THAT? OF ALL] THE MAID TELLS ME THE MAID 
TALBOTT, HAS ONLY THE WEAPONS TO USE }/ THAT SHE HAD A DATE \ AGAIN: IF 
BEEN DEAD Two FOR. MURDER! THE TONIGHT... WITH A YOU DON'T 
WEEKS! MINUTE I SAW |7, I CERTAIN MARVYN DRAKE, MIND. 
KNEW |'D BETTER THE WEALTHY PLAYBOY! 

CALL you. WE'LL GET TO HIM 
LATER... 


THANKS, 
BUT I THINK 


= — = 


SNS 


uy 


Lip 
ill 


HEARD THEM COME IN TONIGHT, 
SAW A LOT OF MR. DRAKE, SIR. BUT THEN I THOUGHT I HEARD 
EVEN, ER, BEFORE HER MR. ORAKE LEAVE. HE..-HE SLAMMED 
HUSBAND DIED. I DON'T HMMM... GOOD THIVG \ THE DOOR AND IT SOUNDED LIKE HE 
LIKE TO TELL TALES, IN A_WAY, THAT MR. WAS R-RUNNING DOWN THE HALL. © 
SIR, BUT THEY HAD TALBOTT (S DEA! AS )DOZED OFF THEN, BUT LATER I WOKE 
SOME AWFUL QUARRELS } THE WRONGEO HUSBANE, { UP ANDO GOT TO THINKING SOMETHING 


YES, SIR, MRS. TALBOTT 


ABOUT IT, AND POOR HE'D BE THE PRIME WAS WRONG. I GOT UP AND FOUND 
MR. TALBOTT CIED Y SUSPECT. »_ MRS. TALBOTT STABBED i WITH THAT... 
SUDDENLY OF HEART-,/|||I||// Ait OTe THAT AWFUL FORK. 


FAILURE. 
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Ware INSPECTOR JAMES PREPARES TO GO 


AFTER MARVYN DRAKE, JERRY OLSCOVERS 


A STRANGE THING... e 


THIS IS STRANGE! YOUR 
MISTRESS WAS KILLED 
WITH A FORK THAT HAS 


YES, sIR! MR. TALBOTT ) LONG SPEAR WITH / THREE POINTS, NOW THE 

USED TO BE AN 

—____| EXPLORER A LONG 
TIME AGO. HAS 

\ WHOLE CRATES OF SO PARTICULAR 4 AVAILABLE... OR WAS 


THREE SHARP f SPEAR DISAPPEARS! BUT 
POINTS... AND WHY USE THE FORK 
MR. TALBOTT WAS, WHEN THE SPEAR WAS |S 


Y THESE THINGS. AND | ABOUT IT. 7 5 IT? 
} THERE /S SOMETHING | Now IT’S ASS 


MISSING, SIR! THE 


THREE- POINTED. 


QUITE AN ODD 
ASSORTMENT OF|§ 

JUNK HERE! 

MR. TALSOTT’S, 

I SUPPOSE? AND \— A 


THERE SEEMS TOE 
BE SOMETHING cw 
MISSING RIGHT ; 
THERE IN THE 7 


CENTER! 
MORE THAN ROUTINE MUROER TO THIS, 
ALL RIGHT! A THREE- POINTED SPEAR, 
AND A THREE- POINTED FORK! MOST 
PEOPLE WOULD HAVE USEO THE SPEAR; 
BUT OUR KILLER USED THE FORK ! 
IND THEN STEALS THE 


~ oO A. 
HY 7G Milli “SPEAR... OR SOMEONE DID: 


ly WHY 2 THE MOST LIKELY 
i \ SUSPECT, THE HUSBANZ, 
. /S TWO WEEKS DEAD! 
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&, YUST KEEP 
LANY MENTION ~ 
eS{ OF THAT SPEAR 
Sa FROM GETTING 
ES INTO THE PAPERS. 
GOT AN 10EA /T 
MIGHT PAY OFF. 


Mean 7M, SPECTOR JAMES REACHES THE 
APARTMENT OF MARVYN DRAKE; WEALTHY 
PLAYBOY WHO DATED THE MURDERED WOMAN 
THAT EVENING... y 
Goop! We'LL JUST 
DRAKE DOESN'T ANSWER; ) BARGE ONIN. I ¥ 
BUT HIS DOOR IS OPEN! 4 WANT TO TALK TO 
THAT YOUNG FELLOW, 
GOT A LOT OF 
sy. EXPLAINING 


HAH- HAH- HAH-HAH... NO, I IT'S YOUNG DRAKE, HAH— HAH... YOU'RE TOO 
TELL YoU! NO! you CAN'T ALL RIGHT! AND YOU'D LATE! TEE-HEE-HEE... 
BE ALIVE! you'RE DEAD! BETTER CALL BELLEVUE,] YOU'LL NEVER CATCH HIM 
HAH-HAH... > @\ CLANCY! THE LAD HAS_{ NOW! COPS CAN'T CATCH & 
d= DUNNO, GONE MAD! GHOSTS, CAN THEY? AND 


SIR! BUT WHAT- 
EVER IT IS..-Z 
GOT A FEELING 
IT AIN'T GONNA 
BE Soop! g 


LAUGHING! BUT 
WHAT KIND OF 
LAUGH IS THAT? 


HE'LL COME BACK AND KILL 
US ALL THE WAY HE 4 
KILLED FRANCES: HE'L 


ey 


LY 


Ar BAEAKFAST THAT MORNING... 
A FINE THING, JERRY 


NIGHT ON A PERFECTLY 
LINTRIGUING MURDER, AND 
I HAVE TO READ 

ABOUT IT IN THE 
PAPERS! 


SLEEP, 


GOT A JOB FOR you, 
RUTH. IT WANT you TO]!T; MASTER. 


I DON'T GET 


SPEND THE DAY 
GATHERING DATA ON 
FRANK TALBOTT. HE 
DIED PRESUMABLY OF 
HEART FAILURE, TWO 
WEEKS AGO. I WANTS 
EVERY SCRAP OF 
INFORMATION YOU F 
CAN LOCATE. et 
HERE'S A LEAD... 
HE USED TO BE é 
AN EXPLORER. = 


WHY_ INFO ON 
HIM? IT WAS 
HIS WIFE 
WHO WAS 
MURDERED! 


PLEASE TRY NOT TO EXCITE HIM, 
GENTLEMEN. HE’S CALMED DOWN 
CONSIDERABLY SINCE WE 
BROUGHT HIM HERE. 


GOOD MORNING... 
MAXON YOU PROWL ALL | (YAWN)... L JUST 
DIDN'T HAVE THE 
HEART TO DISTURB 
YOUR BEAUTY 

My DEAR. NOT 
THAT YOU NEED 


WANT TO 


[Tees 


BUT I'LL Go. MUSTY 
OLD NEWSPAPER 

LIBRARY... UGH! I'M 
JUST A LEG WOMAN 


a 


POOR, CHAP. 
HE'S HAO 
A BAG 


PARDON ME, RUTH, 
YOUR PAPER PRO! 


I'LL RETURN 
IPTLY. JUST 
CHECK SOMETHING... i 


<F/ 


HMM. LOOKS LIKE 


Hl 
ZI SUCCEEDED /N gd 
KEEPING THE INK ; 
HAWKS FRO/T 
MENTIONING THE 


THREE BLADED 


SPEAR. 


CHIEF VISIT MARVYN ORAKE /N 
BELLEVUE HOSPITAL... 


FOR YOU, THAT'S I TELL you, BOY I REALIZE 
ALL! IT MADE MY BLOOD ITS A 
YOU'VE GOT \ RUN COLD. DRAKE / COMPLICATION 
WHAT IT TAKES] WAS RAVING MAD. / FOR you, 
FOR THE JOB, / YELLING ABOUT @CHIEF, BUT I'VE |. 
MY PRETTY! GHOSTS COMING | GOTA COUPLE 
TO KILL US ALL. } OF IDEAS 
en CLAIMED ONE THAT MAY 
=. KILLED MRS. M WORK OUT! 
A aw} TALBOTT! 
S Sy) }! PSYCHIATRIC 
= wr, ] Se WaRo — 8 
> = Wl : p 
: SSN Wl go ees a: 
s f Y = NO ¢ 
———— ZB 


t 
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you SEE, 
JERRY..- 
JUST AS 
I SAID. 


COME. GOOD, |'M 
SAFE NOW. HE 
CAN'T KILL ME 


Ano LATER... ZZ NO... I SIMPLY YI'VE GoT IT! DRAKE IS IT'S A WEIRD 
“| WANT A LOOK |} STAGING AN ACT! HE KILLED) CASE ALL ‘ROUND, 

BUT JERRY, WHY ALL AT FRANK MRS. TALBOTT. NOW HE'S CHIEF... BUT WE'LL 

THIS RUSH TO GET TO ZA TALBOTT'S ¥f PRETENDING TO GO CRAZY GET TO THE 


THE CEMETERY? SURELY GRAVE. /JAND MAKING UP THIS STORY 
YOU DON'T BELIEVE ABOUT FRANK TALSOTT'S GHOST 


DRAKE'S GHOST COMING BACK AND DOING THE VOB! A 
G WHY DIDN'T I SEE THROUGH THAT je d 
~ ACES ACT SOONER? Yj 


~— Z y 3S 


BOTTOM OF IT 


MM 


/ 
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RIGHT. THERE HE BE. 
HAD THE SERVICE RIGHT IF YER LOOKIN' 
HERE IN OUR OWN THUNDER? / TO SEE IF WE 
CHAPEL. I SAW HIM ye \ PUT DOWN GRASS 
MYSELF. NICE- LOOKING SEED, WE DID. BUT IT 
FELLA. TOO BAD Wy AIN'T NO USE WITH ALL 


ABOUT HIS WIFE... Wd: THIS RAIN. WASHED IT 
eee / A UAE: 
Yf .OOKS LIKE ANOTHE! is 
SO THIS IS THE GRAVE TO ME. iS ve Cor WHAT 
RESTING PLACE OF) / WHAT NEXT) y I CAME AFTER) 


THE LATE FRANK lip y fi fi 
TALBOTT, EH? YY y LET's so! 


MIND YER FOOTING, GENTS. 
HAD SO MUCH RAIN LATELY, 
THE PLACE IS A SWAMP. 
AIN'T FAR NOW... 


BACK AT HIS: APARTMEN 
VERRY DISCUSSES THE 
ID STILL LATER..-. 


CASE... 3 ze 
D = € PUBLIC LIBRARY... 
SEEMS YOUR LATE MR. TALBOTT \ STRANGE = 
WAS SOMETHING OF A MYSTIC AS) WEAPONS, HAD. THE DEVILS OWN TIME GETTING 
WELL.AS AN EXPLORER, EH? LIKE RUTH OUT OF THE WAY; BUT I'VE GOT 
JERRY. LIKED TO STUDY THREE- PRONGED \70 SE SURE OF THIS THING. IT'S 
YOGI ANO_ THAT SORT OF SPEARS, PERHAPS? ] ALMOST TOO FAWTASTIC/ NOW TO 
THING. SPENT SOME TIME “& CONTINUE, MY BROWSE ABOUT A BIT... 
IN THE INTERIOR OF AFRICA, \ DEAR. YOU _, UNDER S FOR 
ESPECIALLY WITH THE SWAN-]| INTEREST ME! SWANHILL / 
S>, HILL TRIBE. NO D 
fy DETAILS ON THAT 
EXCEPT HE LIKED ; 
TO COLLECT STRANGE 
WEAPONS! 
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Later THAT NIGHT... 


WELL, THE TRAP 1S SET! THE CHIEF AND Ao AS JERRY ENTERS THE APARTMENT 
A FEW OF HIS BOYS ARE STANDING BY. OF THE MURDERED WOMAN... 
NOW TO SEE I= MY FANTASTIC THEORY 7 
WILL HOLD UP. ALL THE SWANHILL LORE RUTH! WHat IN I KNOW PERFECTLY WELL 
a THE WORLD ARE _)WHAT YOU THOUGHT! BUT 


ZI QUG UP THIS AFTERNOON WOULD. 
° YOU DOING HERE?/I WON'T BE LEFT OUT OF 


SEEM TO PROVE MY POINT... BUT , 
OF COURSE THIS MAY BE THE I THOUGHT... A EVERYTHING: I KNOW 
WRONG NIGHT: JUST HAVE TO Qj YOU'RE GETTING READY TO 
Y... AND HOPE... 4 g CLOSE THIS CASE, AND I 
WANT TO SEE THE LAST | 
(EE ACT TOO! 


CLOSE THE CASE? POOH. YOU ALWAYS So ENSUES A GLOOMY TWO-HOUR VIGIL IN 
MAYBE AND MAYBE | SAY THAT! ANYWAY \ THE APARTMENT OF THE DEAD MRS. TALSOTT... 
NOT. IN ANY EVENT, | I'M HERE, ANO HERE 


IT COULD WELL BE {TI STAY, ELLERY HMM... AFTER FOUR! IT'S 


i 
VERY DANGEROUS, QUEEN! On, JERRY! I...7 


GOT TO BE SOON OR NOT A HEAR SOMETHING! 
AT ALL. I LEFT THE 
WINDOW BY THE FIRE- 
ESCAPE CONVENIENTLY 
UNLOCKED... 


SUBDENLY, JERRY'S HAND 
REACHES FOR THE LIGHT 
SWITCH... 


GOOD MORNING! WE'VE 
BEEN EXPECTING YOU 
FOR SOME TIME. 
BEGINNING TO THINK 
you MIGHT NOT SHOW. 


SEER ee BoAP Look OUy, JERRY .. HAVE You Sf iG SNe 

case, eur us NIKKI! eae THE SWANHILL DEATH) Say IT! 

TAKE CARE OF lela CHANT, TALBOTT? / T DON'T 
WANT TO 


YOU RIGHT 
DIE AGAIN! 


MAS JERRY SLOWLY STARTS TO RECITE THE 
WOROS HE HAD SO CAREFULLY MENMOR/ZEL.. 


Hey! ARE you —& 
KIDS OKAY? GADs— 
W—WHAT'S THAT 2 


Wil 


ARR, 7 


HE'S DONE FoR! HE MUST 


DO you 
ot HAVE USED THE OLD SWAN- HOW 
Ley HILL CHANT TO COME BACK... REPORT A : 
Fie I GUESS HE NEVER CASE LIKE THIS? 
mT FIGURED ON ANYONE 
ZANE aOR” | BUT A SWANHILL 
ME fm \ TRIBESMAN KNOWING 
ve po THE REMEDY! 
WAZ py 
WAL 
yo” 
ene 
iis 2 
Ww 9? y 
of ? ee 


FILO ON THERE ---- Vo L/SE TRYING TO GET AWAY! WHEN YOU BOUGHT THIS MAGAZINE, 
YOU WERE LOOKING FOR THRILLS, RIGHT? YOU WANTED 6O CENTS WORTH OF TERROR — 
BUT WE — (CHUCKLE)—ARE GOING 70 GIVE YOU A LOT MORE THAN THAT, HO-HO — YES, 
INCEED ! WHEN YOU'VE READ THIS LITTLE MASTERPIECE, YOUR FLESH WILL SHRINK ON 
YOUR QUIVERING BONES AND YOUR BLOOD WILL CUROLE (WTO (CE/ SHHH—OON'T LOOK 
WoW, BUT WE /S STANDING BEHIND YOU, COME TO TAKE You TO THE HLIMAN ZOO... 
vm NY WE I Nh mW) | A 

i ! , Wt |, 


YOU KNOW MY THEORIES, 
HORTON! THE WILL TO LIVE, 
TO SURVIVE, 1S THE STRONG- 
EST OF ALL HUMAN 

EMOTIONS! STRONGER 
EVEN THAN LOVE! BUT 
I HAVE AN IDEA— » 


LOVELY SPRING NIGHT, CHADWICK! AND THOSE 
YOUNG LOVERS YONDER— MAKES ME— 
(S/GH) — THINK = 
OF MY OWN LOVERS! BAH! 
LOVE IS ALL 
NONSENSE! A 
DELUSION! 


7 WE CANNOT DISCUSS IT HERE! BUT 
I WISH TO CONDUCT AN EXPERIMENT 
IN WHICH YOU MIGHT BE USEFUL! 


[ So... | ExcUSE ME, YOUNG PEOPLE! 
I AM PROFESSOR CHADWICK, 
AN ANTHROPOLOGIST! NO DOUBT You /) 
COULD USE SOME MONEY? TO _ ) 
SET MARRIED, PERHAPS! 


MY CARD AND, IF YOU ARE 


INTERESTED, COME AND 


/ GEE, MISTER, 
L DON'T 


LATER... Y THEY'LL I DON'T AGREE \ 47 PROFESSOR CHADWICK /SI'T TALKING +o. 
SHOW UP, ] WITH YOU AT ALL, 
HORTON! YOU'LL BUT I'LL CONFESS 
SEE! THEN ILL 9 I'M INTERESTED! 
PROVE TO_you |] JUST HOW DO you 
THAT LOVE Is “4 PROPOSE TO GO 
ALL A LOT OF } ABOUT THIS 
EYE-WASH! EXPERIMENT? 


GOOD-NIGHT, BAH— YOU'RE AS MUCH 
i CHADWICK! SORRY ] A FOOL AS THE REST OF 
YOU DON'T WANT THEM! BUT I'LL SHOW 
TO TELL ME ABOUT ) YOU I'M RIGHT! /*LL 
IT! BUT I'LL KEEP_/ SHOW THE WORLD! 
IN TOUCH! LOVE! HAH-HAH! 


Wie AT THAT MOMENT, S$THE CAGES, ~~. 
wick! ) PROFESSOR CHADWICK 1S PTI LIVING QUARTERS, 

7 EEL TERRIBLY SORRY FOR HIME | INSPECTING THe RAI EVERY THING 15 READY! 
BUT HE'S BITTER, HATES LOVE _X APPARATUS FOR AND MEETING THAT POOR 
ANO LOVERS BECAUSE HE /S YOUNG COUPLE WAS A 
HIMSELF SO GROTESQUE AND = STROKE OF LUCK: 
CEFORMEO! SOMETIMES TZ aN 

WONDER IF HE'S QUITE SN3\ 
SANE/ 


ONLY KNEW WHAT Z 
HAVE IN MINO f 


AH, GOOD EVENING, MY 
DEARS! COME 

HMM — CHADWICK )\N — COME IN! 

WAS RIGHT 

7 AFTER ALL / 


A FEW NIGHTS LATER... A “ar 
iS (i 


[7 
LOOKS LIKE YOU'LL HAVE TO 


POSTPONE YOUR LITTLE 
EXPERIMENT, CHADWICK! 
YOUR SUBJECTS 
HAVEN'T SHOWN 


WANTED TO 
TALK TO YOU, 
sIR.! ABOUT 


THERE! YOU WILL BE LOCKED // B—BUT WE'LL 
IN THE CAGE! THERE ARE (EVER Do |} 
LIVING QUARTERS FOR EACH \ THAT! MARY // 
OF YOU. IL WILL—(HE¥-HEH)— ) AND I Love ¥ 
LET YOU OUT WHEN OWE OF < EACH OTHER 
YOU ADMITS THAT HUNGER ) MORE THAN 
IS STRONGER THAN <A LIFE ITSELF! 
LOVE! . 


JUST COME WITH ME! I'LL SHOW you 
WHERE YOU'RE TO LIVE DURING THE— 
(CHUCKLE)— EXPERIMENT! 3 


FANTASTIC! 


; y, way 
ne 


BRAVE TALK, BUT 
TIME WILL TELL! 
IT'S UP TO YOU 
TURN AGAINST TO CONVINCE 


THAT'S WHAT YOU) SAY NOW — BUT WAIT 
UNTIL YOU BEGIN To STARVE,’ WHEN 
THERE IS ONLY FOOD ENOUGH FOR OWE 
OF You! NOW REMEMBER— IF YOU 
HOLD OUT THIRTY DAYS, YOU WIN AND 
I'LL PAY! OR IF OWE OF YOU ADMITS 


e 


WE'LL FOOL you) y 
PROFESSOR! ~—< 


We'LL NEVER 
ADMIT IT! 
LOVE WILL 
GET US 

THROUGH! 


SHHH—I WANTED TO 
TALK TO YOU WHILE HE'S 
ASLEEP! JUST SAY THE 
WORD AND YOU CAN 

HAVE A Gooo MEAL — 
HE'LL NEVER KNOW... 


START THE EXPERIMENT! J 

FROM NOW ON YOUR -44 A HOUSE! Hig 

FOOD WILL GRADUALLY } — 3 

BE CUT DOWN! STILL ‘ YOU CAN'T 
Zi 


>| FRIGHTEN /: 


I—I'M 
BEGINNING TO 
HATE YOU! you 
WANT ME TO 
CHEAT, TO 
] DENY mY 

LOVE FOR 
BoB! 1 
won'T! 


IT WOULD BE EASY FOR US TO 
DENY OUR Love! WE COULD 

TAKE YOUR MONEY—THEN GET 
MARRIED! BUT THAT'S WHAT 
YOU WANT TO HEAR, ISN'T IT? 
STEAK? LET WER YOU'RE CYNICAL ANDO EVIL AND you 
STARVE IF SHE WANT US TO BE THAT WAY, TOO— 
WANTS TO... le BUT WE won'T! 


} SO? HAH-HAH/ 
WE'LL SEE! THE 
EXPERIMENT 
HAS ONLY 

BEGUN! JUST 
WAIT «e 


OFFER! MY 
ANSWER |S 
THE SAME 


SLEEPING! HOW 
WOULD YOU LIKE 
A NICE_THICK JUICY 


by 


NO! IT'S MINE! ALL 
BREAD! LET ME HAVE ) MINE! YOU CAN'T HAVE 
IT! I'M STARVING! ANY! GIVE IT TO mE! 


A WEEK pASsSES...( THEY LOOK HALF 
< DEAD! DON'T 
GLAD YOU DROPPED } YOU THINK 
IN) HORTON! THEY'RE \THIS HAS 
REALLY HUNGRY Now! | GONE FAR 
WATCH WHAT HAPPENS / ENOUGH? 
WHEN I —(CHUCKLE) — / 7 
DROP THIS LOAF 


AHHA — THAT'S Goop! 
BREAD! FOOD AT LAST! 
(CHOMP — CHOMP) — 


Wyou SEE, HORTON! : 
LIKE WILD BEASTS! y-YES— IAM 
ACTING LIKE A WILD ANIMAL! 
ALL I WAS THINKING ABOUT 
WAS My STOMACH, MY OWN 
HUNGER! I FORGOT ABOUT 


No! SAVE 
ME SOME! 
PLEASE— 
ImMsSO 4 
HUNGRY! 


HAH— HAH — 


OH! © COULD EAT A Q 
DOZEN MORE LOAVES! YOU'RE A 
I'M STILL — (CHOMP-CHOMP)— J WEAK FOOL, 
SO TERRIBLY HUNGRY! a. YOUNG 


KNOW WHAT CAME 4 
OVER ME! HERE, 
TAKE THE BREAD! 


NOBLE AND SELF- 
SACRIFICING AFTER | 


7 YES — YES! 
GIVE IT_ TO 
ME! A 
iO GOOD! 


UM SURE NOW THAT 

CHADWICK 15 MADL ILL 
WATCH MY CHANGE 

| AND RELEASE THOSE 


SHE ATE IT ALL, WITH- 
OUT A THOUGHT FOR A/M/ 
HE WON'T FORGET THAT! 
LOOKS LIKE YOU'RE / OLD FOOL, AND THEY STILL HAVE THREE 
GOING To Lose! HORTON! OF WEEKS TO GO —UNLESS 
THAT WAS A =~ COURSE HE “4 THEY OENY THEIR LOVE AND 
ASK TO BE LET OUT! DON'T 
SCENE, BUT HE | BREAD! BUT , WORRY, HORTON, I'LL PROVE 
OO GIVE HER . MY POINT! PEOPLE CARE 
THE BREAD! , } MORE ABOUT THEIR 

: i Z BELLIES THAN THEIR 
HEARTS! 


YOU MUST LEAVE AT Y B—8UT OUR MONEY! WE'LL 
ONCE, UNDERSTAND? / HAVE BEEN THROUGH ALL 
CHADWICK IS A THIS FOR NOTHING! J 
LUNATIC— IT'S 

DANGEROUS TO 
GO ON WITH THIS 
CRAZY EXPERIMENT! 


A WEEK Y CHADWICK HAS BEEN ™ 
PASSES... | WATCHING THEM LIKE A 
: may HAWK | BUT THIS 1S MY 
SSN CHANCE TO LET THEM GO! | 
Wi > 200K KIOS- 

BN THEY LOOK 

LIKE SAVAGES! 


AND THAT LITTLE 
DEVIL WILL THINK 


YOU'LL SEE SOON BUT THIS IS 
ENOUGH, MY DEAR == OUTRAGEOUS! 
COLLEAGUE! NOW IN you REALLY 
YOU GO! SINCE YOU'RE \ ARE INSANE! £ 
SO INTERESTED IN my [A 

EXPERIMENT, YOU CAN / > SSS 
BECOME A PART ie 


SUODENLY... 


CHADWICK! THAT 
GUN — W—WHAT 
DO YOU INTEND 


SO, HORTON! JUST 
AS I FEARED! |T's 
A GOOD THING L 
WAS EXPECTING 


PERHAPS SO, MY FRIEND! Ba 
BUT NOT TOO CRAZY TO KNOW 
THAT YOU HAVE SPOILED mY 
I'LL CHANGE 
Me a EEE MY PLANS... 


NOW— NOW! IS THAT ANY WAY 
FOR YOUNG LOVERS TO TALKY 
| PERHAPS MY EXPERIMENT 
hm, HAS BEEN PROVEN AFTER 
ALL — YOU'RE NO BETTER, 
THAN HUNGRY SAVAGES: 


TEAR HIS i 
EYES OUT. 


SS % 


é \ (fe f \: 
CONTINUED ON BACK COVER 
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Side 1: The Haunting. 


Side 2: Assorted creepy 


sounds to be played 


when the lights are out! 


This record creates a real atmosphere of terror with 
sounds that can almost be seen! 


te your friends ~ 
over.fo 


mE * 
Jj -with this haunted house sound effects record. 
J 


ust imagine how 

scared your friends 

will be when you flip out 

the light and they start 

hearing creepy sounds 

" like the howl of a wolf, a 
creaking door, chains rattling, 

and then a man’s voice telling them 

that the house is haunted and they are 
to die—one by one. They'll be scared stiff 
when they hear footsteps coming across 
the floor, the sound of people fighting, 


Be the first in your Satisf 
neighborhood to get this I 
record and invite your 


glass breaking, hideous laughter, terrible 
shrieks and screams, eerie moaning and 
then more footsteps, more screams.... 
Each person in the room will think that 
he is going to be the next victim. 

This 7 inch long playing 3314 RPM spe- 
cial haunted house sound effects record 
can be yours for: 


only, g (22 +256 for postage 
c— and handling 


Guaranteed or Money Back. 


Send just $1 + 25¢ for postage and handling to: 
THE GAYLE HOUSE—Dept, DC 2 


friends over for a Haunting! | P.0. Box 512, Flushing, New York 11352 
| (Please Print) 


DON’T DELAY | Name 


USE THIS RUSH COUPON | street 


TO ORDER TODAY! 


| City. 
| State 


Zip 


N.Y. State residents please include 6¢ in addition to the $1.25 


DISCOVER THE HIDDEN SECRETS OF NATURE’S 
MOST EXOTIC AND MYSTERIOUS HOUSE PLANT! 


we MENUS FLY TRAP 


@ See how it lures, traps, eats and digests insects 
up to 20 times it’s size. 

@Learn how you can actually train it with a 
pencil to perform only for you. 

@ Feed it raw hamburger from your hand. 

@ Experiment with it at home or school. 


The Venus Fly Trap will grow easily in your home. 
It blooms into a bright green leafed plant with pink 
and white flowers, in only 3-4 weeks 


and produces 6-12 traps per gg BESS REER 


plant. Each pack comes 
with soil, bulbs and a com- 
plete Instruction booklet, 
filled with fascinating facts 
and hints. Mail in this 
coupon today and start a 
Venus Fly Trap garden of 
your own. You'll be De- 
lighted! 
2-Plant Pack—$1.35 
4-Plant Pack—$2.25 
Be Mirobar Sales Corp. Dept. \PV-1 


120 East 56th Street 
New York, N.Y. 10022 


Mirobar Sales Corp. 
Dept. CH-11 

120 East 56th Street 
New York, N.Y. 10022 


Please send my Venus Fly Trap Including soll, 
bulbs and Instruction booklet at once. 


2-bulb pack — $1.00 + 35¢ postage and handling 
4-bulb pack — $2.00 + 25¢ postage and handling 


Name 
Address 


City State 
New York State Residents add sa 


ANOTHER WEEK PASSES... isle THERE! NOW I WOULDN'T 
WANT you TO K/LZ EACH 


YES, THEY ARE MORE OTHER FOR IT! REMEMBER 
, YOU'RE CIVILIZED... 


YOU ALIVE A LONG 
GLADLY KILL FOR TIME.’ BUT ONLY— 
FOOD! BUT LL (EHUCKLE)— ONE 
SOON BE te OF YOU! 
CERTAIN «++ : 
© 


BUr AS HE ADJUSTS THE 

TRAP-DOOR, HE SLIPS... 
iz OH, THE CAGE! '7'S OKAY! Z QIONT 

SLIPPERY! I—IJ'm j GO ALL THE WAY IN! 

F-FALLING INTO ‘NOW JUST TO 

~ THE CAGE! WRIGGLE OUT! 


PROFESSOR CHADWICK SUDDENLY. FINDS THAT 
HE CANNOT MOVE! BUT WHY 7... 


y- you! LET Go OF my LEGS! 
you cAN'T! NO! DON'T, FOR y 
THE LOVE OF HEAVEN... 


INN} 
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